TRANS-SIBERIAN EXPRESS

White-Haired," because of the mist which always hangs
about it. To-night the mist was limited to narrow
decorative scarves which floated with a fantastic appear-
ance of solidity far out above the unruffled waters. Out
of the mist stood up the heads of distant mountains,
dappled with snow. It was a peaceful, majestic place.

Contrary to general belief, the railway round the
southern end of Lake Baikal is double-tracked, as indeed
is the whole Trans-Siberian line from Chita westward
to Omsk, and doubtless by now further. This is, how-
ever, a very vulnerable section. The train crawls tortu-
ously along the shore, at the foot of great cliffs. The
old line passes through about forty short tunnels, each
lackadaisically guarded by a sentry. The new line
skirts round the outside of the tunnels, between the
water and the rock. This is the weakest link in that
long, tenuous, and somewhat rusty chain by which hangs
the life of Russia's armies in the Far East. In 1933
her military establishments on the Amur Frontier
totalled about a quarter of a million mena including
reservists.

There is no more luxurious sensation than what may
be described as the End of Term Feeling. The tradi-
tional scurrilities of

" This time to-morrow where shall I be ?
Not in this academee "

have accompanied delights as keen and unqualified as
any that most of us will ever know. As we left Baikal
behind and went lurching through the operatic passes
of Buriat Mongolia, I felt very content. To-morrow
we should reach the frontier. After to-morrow there
would be no more of that black bread, in consistency
and flavour suggesting rancid peat: no more of that
equally alluvial tea : no more of a Trappist's existence,
no more days entirely blank of action. It was true that
I did not know what I was going to do, that I had
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